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Chapter 1

Legs like strings dangled out of his shorts. Too many amateur bodybuilders skip leg day. His chest and arms were massive but dude, do some squats.

“How can I help you today?” I asked, walking out from behind the counter.

“Creatine,” he said. “Whey protein. Some bars. Tank tops.”

“I have all that.”

I led him to the back wall. I’ve owned my nutrition store, Swole, for over two years and I’m finally making good money. I leased a space next to the largest gym in town and it took a while for people to add me to their routine, but now things are great. The same thing is happening at my wife’s boutique, Sundress Hut, although her success came sooner. Word spreads amongst women much faster.

“This creatine is best,” I said, plucking a bottle off the shelf and handing it to him. “Costs three dollars less but has greater assimilation.”

“Cool, bro. How does it work?”

“It helps you get the energy from the food you eat to your muscles.”

“Awesome.”

“Let’s get you some whey.”

He followed me and I narrated the benefits of other products as we passed. He grabbed handfuls. He used a dressing room to try on the tank tops and left my store happy about spending so much money. I casually got in a word about his leg routine, and he turned bashful.

“I know I gotta hit that more.”

“You want to be proportionate,” I said. “It feels good to look good.”

My next customer was not as pleasant. He found an empty spot on the shelf and asked me to check for more in the back. That’s always a dead giveaway. I said sure and pressed the locking button on the way back. I watched on the closed-circuit TV in the stock room as he grabbed two big containers of protein and ran for the door. Dumbass. He struggled trying to open it before realizing he was locked in. I exited the back room, took his picture, and called the cops. He’d only be slightly inconvenienced, cops won’t do shit for that dollar amount, but this son of a bitch would never come back. I dealt with shoplifters from time to time but Ripley, at her shop, dealt with them every day. I have four cameras in my place. She has twelve.

The cops arrived because this affluent part of the city has little else going on and they took dipshit away. He’d be free in hours but that was okay. All I lost was time. Let him get picked up again, for a greater dollar amount, and the cops already had him on record. The hammer would land.

I was in the stockroom when the bell rang on the front door.

Another benefit of a shop next to the gym is the continuous stream of hot babes of every age. One of the cameras I installed sits above the dressing rooms, which are open on top, and it was five weeks before I noticed the angle was wide enough to just barely capture people changing. Since then, I’ve seen the tits of a hundred sexy women. I know I need to aim the camera out into the store, but damn it, I just can’t find the motivation. That makes me a creep and a perv, but I rationalize all that because I delete the recordings after watching them.

One of those sexy women, Carla, skipped through the front door now, thousand-watt smile beaming, ponytail bouncing. She teaches Zumba classes and has a rocking body.

“Carla-bean!” I called out, using our familiar greeting.

“Martin-bean!” she fired back.

We hugged briefly.

“What’s on today’s menu?” I asked.

“I need a power bar, energy drink, and a new sports bra. I just finished a class and I’m hungry, thirsty, and I ripped my bra.”

“That’s a high energy class. You know your way around. Need help?”

“No, but thanks.”

I backed away, moseying to the rack of monitors in the stockroom. I watched her circle the store grabbing what she needed, and then heading for the dressing room.

“I’m taking in three,” she called out.

“No worries,” I replied.

I trust her. She entered and drew the heavy curtain, peeled off her torn top and freed her luscious tits. God. Like every woman, she checked herself out in the full-length mirror, turning to get a look at her ass in her yoga pants, lifting her tits, assessing herself in her own eyes. One by one she tried and discarded the bras, choosing a deep wine red. She hung up the others and exited the room.

“Good choice,” I said, ringing her up. “The red brings out your bloodshot eyes.”

She choked on her energy drink, laughing.

“Two jobs, school, and gym classes,” she said, wiping her mouth. “No wonder.”

“Take care of yourself. Remember to rest harder than you train.”

“Sage advice, Martin.”

I handed her the bag and off she went. My gaze went straight to her toned ass. Yoga pants are a blessing to mankind.


Chapter 2

Dennis drank the whiskey straight from the bottle. He coughed.

“It’s over,” he said. “Emma dumped me.”

“Another one?” I asked, showing every bit of my insensitivity.

“Martin!” Ripley scolded, moving to sit beside Dennis on our couch.

She held his hand.

“Well,” I said. “The man goes through a lot of girlfriends. What went wrong this time? Too much Call of Duty?”

“I don’t even play that anymore.”

“What then?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Clearly you do, or why visit your best friend and his wife? If you wanted to be miserable silently, you didn’t need to come to our place to do that.”

“Martin!” Ripley scolded me again. “The man is hurting. Sometimes people just need to be around other people.”

I looked at my best friend.

“Is that it, Den? You just need to be near me?”

“Fuck off, dick.”

I laughed.

“No,” I said. “Just trying to lighten the mood. Seriously, what went wrong?”

He glanced at Ripley.

“I thought you’d be working,” he said.

“I put Stacey in charge and left early.” She studied his face. “Am I a problem? Did you come to talk to Martin alone?”

He was bashful.

“Yeah. Sorry. You’re the only one who cares about my feelings, but I can’t talk about them with you.”

“Why not?”

“It’s personal.”

“That’s the fucking point, Dennis,” Ripley said, annoyed.

He had no idea what to do. Ripley waited a moment, looked at me incredulously, and threw her hands up.

“Fine,” she said. “You boys have a nice chat. I hope with Martin’s emotional insight you guys figure out what’s wrong.”

She left the living room.

Dennis stretched his neck to see down the hallway, making sure she’d gone.

“What’s up?” I asked. “What’s going on? You have herpes or something?”

He shook his head.

“First off, asshole, my feelings truly are hurt. I really liked Emma. I hate that she broke up with me.”

“All right, sorry. Let’s try to discover what goes wrong. Are you giving them a chance to talk about themselves?”

“Yes.”

“Do you talk about your feelings?”

“Yes.”

“All right then. I’m at a loss. Those are the only two things I know for sure we men need to do. Do they tell you why they’re dumping you?”

“Yeah.”

I rolled my eyes.

“So, there’s nothing to figure out?’

“No.”

I swallowed something sarcastic. No need to badger the man.

“Why do they leave, Dennis? What is their complaint? Let’s start there by making any changes we need to make. All right?”

“I can’t make the changes they want.”

“You can’t refuse to grow as a person. That’s not wise.”

“There beef is not with me. Their beef is with my dick.”

I stared at the man.

“What?”

“It’s my penis. I’m too big.”

“Goddamn it, Denny. You had me actually caring about your feelings.”

“What? It’s true. I’m being serious.”

I stared at the man again.

“That’s why I needed Ripley to leave the room.”

“These women are breaking up with you because your dick is too big?”

“Yeah.”

“Are you bullshitting me?”

“No.”

I scratched my chin. Did I believe him? Not really.

“You don’t believe me?”

“Well, you know, it’s exactly the kind of thing a guy would brag about even though it wasn’t true.”

He stood and pushed down his shorts. He hooked his thumbs and shoved down his boxer briefs. Damn.

“That’s a big dick, Dennis.”

“I know. When I was younger, I thought I had it made. I thought girls would be all over me. I thought the future held endless babes. But now I want a steady girl and I can’t keep them. It’s nothing but one and done. I’m tired of getting attached to someone and then they dump me.”

I don’t want to give the wrong impression. The man wasn’t huge. There wasn’t an elephant’s truck hanging from his crotch. He wasn’t sporting a baseball bat. But the man’s dick was big. He hung about eight inches soft and three fingers wide. I could see where he might encounter some female reluctance.

“This is me soft,” he said. “Hard, I’m even bigger. It sucks.”

“You can put it away,” I said. “I get it. The good news is I think things can be done to make improvements.”

“Like what? The dick goes in and out. Are you saying don’t have sex with them?”

“Not at all. I’m nowhere near your size but I still sometimes hurt Ripley. Describe how you have sex.”

“Always missionary. My brother told me that’s all they like. Slow at first but I get excited and then I’m going faster and harder. That’s where I get in trouble.”

“They like harder and faster but not right at first. Let me do some research. I bet there are positions women prefer for large penises. I’ll visit some bulletin board websites and ask the ladies. I bet I can learn a lot.”

“That’s a great idea. Thanks, Martin.”

He reached for his shorts and underwear, drawing them up his hairy legs. I had to admit his dick was impressive. Lucky bastard. I was sure he fucked like a caveman and with just a few simple changes he could stop hurting his lovers. I watched him tuck that splendid beast into his shorts, positioning himself for comfort.

I said nothing, but I would have killed to be born with a cock like that.


Chapter 3

Ripley cooks and I clean up. Those are the rules. I was standing at the sink loading the dishwasher when she approached, rubbing lotion into her hands.

“Tell me.” she said. “What was the boy’s problem?”

“What boy?”

“Dennis. Why do his girlfriends always dump him?”

“You won’t believe me.”

She waited.

“His dick is too big,” I said.

She stopped rubbing her hands together and read my face to see if I was joking. I wasn’t. She looked skeptical.

“I know,” I said. “Sounds like bullshit.”

“Exactly.”

“I said the same thing to him. Then he stood up and pushed his shorts down.”

“And?”

“The man’s got a whopper.”

“Now you’re the one spewing bullshit. Is this some crass guy joke you two have cooked up?”

“I know how it sounds, Rip. Dennis does not act like a big-dick guy. But I speak the truth: the man is hung like Rocco Siffredi or maybe Danny D.”

She stared at me.

“Who are they?”

“Male porn stars. You’ve never heard of them?”

She gave me a withering look.

“All right,” I said. “Follow me.”

I went to our office and opened a search window. I quickly had both men on the screen. Ripley leaned in for a closer look.

“Those aren’t penises,” she stated. “Those are third legs.”

“Dennis hurts his lovers. I talked to him about positions and going slow until the woman is ready and things like that. I planned on doing some research tonight.”

Ripley clicked through a few pictures.

“Girl on top seems to work best,” she said.

“I’ll mention that to him.”

“How uncomfortable. I feel bad for the guy. I see why he wanted me out of the room. I also understand why he wears baggy shorts and baggy sweatpants so often.”

She clicked through more pictures. She moved on from portraits and now studied scenes of hardcore fucking. She landed on a photo of a cute girl sucking a fat dick. Lips and penis filled the screen.

“Damn,” she said. “Look how he stretches her mouth. She can take only about half the thing. I like how she struggles.”

I was watching, but not the screen. Ripley looked mesmerized.

“Why do you like how she struggles?”

She raised her shoulder about half an inch.

“In bed, there’s making love and then there’s fucking. Porn like this is fucking. He’s fucking her. She’s getting fucked. It would be a shame if the penis in this situation was easily handled. No woman wants that. She wants the penis to conquer her, not the other way around.”

“Then why is Dennis having such a hard time keeping a girlfriend?”

“He must suck in bed. He’s kind of a goof. I bet he doesn’t read his lover at all.”

“Yeah, that sounds like Dennis.”

“Watch the girl on screen. Look at her eyes. They’re mischievous. She may be an actress and they may be acting, but that part is real. She loves that she can’t just take control. She’s in bed with a man and she knows it. She loves it, acting or not.”

I turned my attention to the screen, watching for what Ripley described. I saw it.

“Do all women feel that way?” I asked.

“Pretty much. All those that like dick anyway. Even lesbians use big dildos.”

The actress rolled over and pulled that fat cock to her pussy, groaning loudly, and with real feeling, as the man pushed into her, opening the passage wide as he invaded her body.

“Can you imagine?” Ripley asked, her voice trailing away.

Imagining is exactly what my wife was doing in that moment, and she wasn’t picturing my dick.

“I planned on joining some chat rooms,” I said, watching the action with Ripley. “I’ll ask the women what advice they have. Dennis is such a sweet and simple guy. I hate that his heart keeps getting broken.”

“That’s smart. I’ll ask my friend Tabitha. She mentioned she’s dating a big man.”

“Girls talk about such things?”

She scoffed.

“Of course we do. Men think all we care about is nail polish and shoes and Chanel purses. Women talk about dick, just not as often as men talk about tits and ass.”

We watched the monitor. The man now long stroked the woman, and she was lost to ecstasy. Most of it was faked for the camera but plenty of it was real. You can’t fake wetness like hers. His fat cock gleamed.

“Why do they always pull out and cum on the girl’s face?” she asked.

“To show the viewer that the man achieved orgasm. Maybe to show the viewer the size of his load? Big loads equal more masculinity.”

She waved the ideas away.

“Shoot that shit inside,” she said. “That’s what makes us happy.”

“Really?”

“Hell yes. Half of our sexual satisfaction is tied up in making the male cum. Nature planted that little gem deep in our brain. We take pleasure for ourselves, but we also get off on making the man climax. We love hearing the sounds he makes. We love feeling his dick expand inside us before he shoots. We love capturing all that seed and holding it inside, like we’ve fulfilled our feminine role. God bless evolution.”

“I had no idea.”

“It’s true. Men could live like kings if they could only stop treating us like shit, and yes, I know not all men are assholes, but a big enough percentage are for women in general to be on guard all the time.”

“That’s a shame.”

“It is. If we felt safe, we’d be fucking you guys a lot more. We love sex.”

On screen the woman either had an orgasm or very convincingly faked one. The dude pumped hard and fast and then pulled out to shoot his load all over her face.

“There’s the real shame,” Ripley joked.

The actress caressed the spent penis, lovingly kissing and stroking it. The sparkle in her eyes was real. Some of the things she did on camera she did for money. Some things she did because she actually loved dick.

“The women in your chat room might rave about sex,” Ripley said. “I can’t wait to hear what they say about big dicks.”

She grabbed the mouse and clicked the video closed.


Chapter 4

I finished cleaning the kitchen and headed upstairs. Ripley was lying on the bed wearing her ugliest moomoo, laptop open, Face Timing with Tabby.

“I don’t believe you,” Ripley joked. “You’re such a liar. You exaggerate everything. I’m sure you’re exaggerating this too.”

Tabitha squealed with frustration.

“I’m not!” she protested.

I made sure the screen was pointed away and changed into pajamas. This was a typical conversation for them, and Ripley was right: Tabby did embellish everything.

“Bernard!” Tabby shouted. “Get your ass in here!”

I moved to the bathroom to brush my teeth. I heard them talking but could make out the words.

“Damn, girl!” Ripley exclaimed.

I poked my head around the doorway. On screen I saw that Tabby laid on her bed on her stomach too, with a large soft penis hanging next to her face. Her smile stretched from ear to ear.

“I told you,” she said to Ripley.

“You weren’t lying,” my wife replied.

Tabby gave the dick head a little kiss.

“This is my special toy,” she said. “Berny loves to let me play with it. Don’t you Berny.”

She aimed her eyes up at someone off camera.

“Yeah,” a male voice said.

A man’s hand entered the frame, lifting the big cock to Tabby’s mouth and playfully poking her lips with it.

“Stop it,” Tabby scolded. “Sto—”

Berny shoved his head in her mouth. His free hand went to the back of her head, holding her in place. She smacked at him, but he only shoved his dick farther in. They were having fun, messing around, trying to shock Ripley, but that dick in Tabby mouth looked hot. She’s a cute girl and that was a big cock. He pushed deeper and then added a second hand to her head. He shoved and Tabby’s eyes grew large with surprise. Then they narrowed with revenge. Her cheeks suddenly dented as she sucked, drawing several more inches into her mouth. Berny winced, doubling over at the spike of sensation. Tabby laughed around his dick in her mouth. Bernard laughed too. Even Ripley laughed.

In an instant, everything changed. I don’t know what caused it. One moment Tabby is proving to my wife that her boyfriend is hung and the next moment she closes her eyes in bliss and sucks hard on that heavy dick in her mouth.

“Oh, my,” Ripley muttered.

Tabitha opened her mouth wide and worked his cock farther in, closing her red lips in a circle around his shaft. His hips pumped with tiny motions, gently rocking himself in and out. He was beginning to swell. This scene had flipped from playful goofing off to serious sex in a heartbeat. Tabby was now fully engaged in sucking cock. Her face showed as much pleasure as I was sure his did. Does she have a clitoris at the back of her throat? Yes, according to her expression. Ripley was irresistibly drawn in, leaning closer to the screen, watching with rapt attention as her friend lavished oral love on this dick.

I saw an opportunity, and I took it.

I racked my toothbrush and dropped to hands and knees, sneaking up behind Ripley, crawling out of sight from both her and the camera in her laptop. She had one leg straight and one leg bent at the knee, gently kicking her foot back and forth, so she did not notice me easing higher on the bed. She was watching Bernard’s big dick fucking Tabby’s mouth when I lifted her thin moomoo and my tongue penetrated her pussy and swirled around her clit. Her hips rose involuntarily, providing me greater access to her cunt. I covered the whole thing with my mouth and sent my wiggling tongue deep, eating her cunt while she watched Tabitha suck. I worried she might react poorly, exposing me and ending the moment, but she was as captivated by the impromptu sex as everyone else. She hid what was happening to her from Bernard and Tabitha and parted her legs a little more to help me. I pounced on her sweet pussy, licking and sucking her inner folds before dragging my tongue across her clit. My wife barely contained herself.

Berny got hard and Tabby pulled off to catch her breath. Saliva dripped in a long strand from his cock off the screen. Tabitha pumped him with her hand and looked directly at Ripley.

“Are we okay?” she asked my wife. “We cool?”

What man would be so thoughtful? I suppressed a laugh.

“Yeah,” Ripley gasped. “It’s hot. Keep going.”

Tabitha enveloped the man again, choking herself on his hard cock. He was probably twice my length and twice my girth, but she handled the man like she’d been sucking big cock all her life. She was fearless. Gagging and choking on it was part of her thrill. I remembered what Ripley had said about being in bed with a cock that cannot be mastered, and I saw Tabitha exhibit the same delight.

Bernard held Tabby’s head firmly now, thrusting into her mouth like a second pussy. He raced towards climax and cared little about her feelings. Strangely, that only seemed to fan Tabitha’s flames higher. She wanted him to use her. She was thirsty for his fountain.

Ripley watched, enthralled, then suddenly covered her mouth and tensed her body. Her legs went stiff around my head. My wife was rocked by a silent orgasm, and I licked and sucked faster, driving her higher. She was soaked, our unexpected voyeur session catching everyone by surprise.

“Take it,” Bernard grunted, clenching his ass and blowing a wad of hot jizz down Tabby’s throat.

Her eyes went wide but she sucked and gulped, hungry for his liquid essence. I ate Ripley as Berny shot one jet and then another, forcing his cock deep enough to make Tabitha gag and spraying semen straight into her stomach. Ripley softly moaned like she craved a dick to suck too, and I thought about crawling up the bed to give her mine, but there was no way I’d be on screen at the same time as Berny and his beast. The comparison would not go well for me. Tabby milked every drop from the man and then he pushed her head aside, walking off to return to whatever it was he had been doing when Tabitha called him. Tabby looked into the camera like ‘Can you believe this fucking guy?’ and then laughed.

I slithered out from under Ripley’s moomoo and crawled back to the bathroom to wash my hands and face.

“You were telling the truth,” Ripley said, a little breathless.

Tabitha noticed.

“Were you getting off on us?’ Tabby asked.

“Maybe,” my wife replied. “Just a little.”

Tabby laughed.

“Go find your man and get some,” she said. “Tell your friend Dennis if he needs to learn how to fuck a woman without hurting her, I volunteer to teach him.”

“Stop it. You’re with Bernard.”

Tabby leaned closer to the camera and microphone.

“I’d cheat on him for another hung stud,” she muttered, glancing over her shoulder to avoid getting caught.

“Would you really?”

“Hell yes. Bernard is not that bright. Your poor friend should have women lined up and waiting for their turn with him. It ain’t right. It goes against nature.”

“You’re terrible,” Ripley said. “Go find Berny and finish what you started.”

“I mean it. Introduce me. I’ll mend his broken heart.”

They made plans for lunch later in the week and then said goodnight. Ripley was off that bed and kneeling in front of me in an instant. She pulled my pajama bottoms down without a word and sucked my flaccid dick into her mouth. I finished drying my hands and worked my fingers into her long hair. I let her go a while, enjoying her display of lust. I got hard and she was thrilled.

“Nobody eats pussy like you,” she mumbled, taking every inch and beginning to slowly bob.

She tells me that a lot. I may not be able to make her orgasm with my dick, but I sure can with my tongue. Some women just need direct stimulation.

“What excited you most?” I asked. “Watching a real life blowjob, or watching Tabby give a real life blowjob?”

She popped me out of her mouth.

“You left out getting eaten by an expert while watching Tabby suck cock.”

“You were drenched when I found you.”

She giggled.

“Yeah, I guess I was. I’ve never seen anything like that. Tabby and I are good friends, but not great friends. I can’t believe she did that. She’s crazy.”

“It was hot. I guess you’re better friends now.”

Ripley nodded agreement but was eager to get my cock in her mouth again. I waited until she had me rock hard and then helped her stand, moving behind her and bending her over the counter. I slid in and pulled her hair. She’d already orgasmed so I knew there was no chance for another. Ripley cums hard, but only once. I built speed to match my rising passion and moved my hands to her hips.

“Yeah,” she grunted. “Fuck me hard.”

I slammed my hips against her ass, powering my cock as deep as I could, driving myself towards orgasm.

“Fuck me, Martin. I love it,” she growled.

I turned my flood loose, exploding inside the warm clinging embrace of her pussy. I laid on her as I caught my breath and then we showered before bed.

“Were you asking Tabitha for advice?” I asked, drying my hair.

“Yeah. I was trying to help poor Dennis. Tabby said the same things you said: let the woman lead, go slow until she’s super excited, let her get on top. No surprises.”

“Are you going to introduce her to Dennis? He’s single now.”

“No. She’s not single. Berny’s a goof but he doesn’t deserve being cheated on.”

“Isn’t that up to Tabitha? You’re making decisions for her regarding her sex life.”

She stopped to think about that.

“Goddamn it, you’re right. But if I dangle Dennis in front of her, I feel like I’m unfairly tempting her.”

“They are their own people. They can decide things for themselves. Tabby may not even like Dennis once she meets him. Dennis might find Tabitha unattractive. You never know.”

She scoffed.

“Dennis might find Tabby unattractive?” she said. “Seriously? Is there any man on Earth that would find that girl unattractive?”

“That’s a fair point,” I said.

She sighed.

“Fine,” she said.


Chapter 5

Ripley received a large shipment of summer fashion, and we began unloading after her store closed. After a few hours she went home to start making dinner and I kept working. I opened and unloaded all the boxes and moved the old stock to the sale rack. Ripley would be extra busy the next few days. The women in this part of town loved when a new wave of the latest styles came in.

I was breaking down the boxes when I noticed the wall of monitors. Ripley has dresses on display all around the store and she must have bumped into a couple cameras changing the dresses because, like in my store, I could see into two dressing rooms. Curiosity got to me, and I know that she stores the last two weeks of video, so I hit rewind and then fast forward. There was nothing much to see, just women of all shapes and sizes and ages trying on clothing. They kept on their bra and underwear, so nothing really stood out as special.

Then, a week ago, and right at closing based on the timestamp, a man entered her store. I slowed the film to watch. He was shopping for a gift for someone else and had no idea what he was doing. Ripley introduced herself and obviously offered to help. He was her only customer. She surprised me when she locked the front door with him inside.

There was no sound, but I could tell she was walking him around the store, asking questions, trying to zero in on what his wife or daughter might like. Ripley collected various dresses, handing them to him to carry. At last, she moved to the dressing room. I jumped to the monitor that showed that room and watched my wife draw the curtain and strip down to her bra and panties, a bold move while locked in a store with a man she did not know. She put on the first dress and exited the room, describing to the man the features and benefits of the garment. On to the next dress. This item had thin straps at the shoulder. Ripley drew the curtain and stood debating for a moment. I had no idea what she pondered until she reached behind and popped a clasp and donned the next dress, clearly designed to be worn without a bra. Her tits swung free, and I zoomed a little for a better view. I see them every day, but the camera gave me a voyeuristic thrill.

She adjusted the garment, filling the top with her breasts. I was surprised by how much skin she showed. She stepped out and let the man gawk. She did the same to the next dress and then further shocked me when she debated a moment and slid her panties off. This dress was tighter but not so tight as to need the removal of panty lines. My wife shed her underwear for the thrill of modeling for this man with nothing underneath. He waited patiently outside the dressing room, appraising each display, setting aside the dresses he intended to purchase, and there were many.

Ripley moved on and I realized that she had arranged the garments from least revealing to most. In the dressing room with the curtain drawn she held up a crop top and miniskirt. I zoomed again and noticed she chewed her lip, conflicted, debating.  With a shrug she stripped and pulled this outfit on. She showed so much leg, so much breast. I was sure her hands were trembling. She was giving this man an eyeful. She stepped out and let him ogle her from two feet away, and then returned to the dressing room. When she shut the curtain this time, she was careful, intentionally leaving a small gap. He noticed a moment later and casually stepped sideways, allowing himself to steal hot glances. Ripley stripped nude, taking her time before pulling on the next outfit. He got several good looks at her nude body.

My dick was hard as rock.

Why the fuck was my dick hard as rock?

I was watching my wife show off for another man. I should be furious. I should be crazed by jealousy. I was a little jealous I suppose but I was overwhelmingly turned on. God! I bet her heart was racing! What went through her head. She made conscious choices to remove her bra and then, even wilder, remove her panties! This was insane. This was a version of Ripley I’d never met before, and I found her intriguing.

She exited the dressing room and stuck a pose. They both laughed. She rested her hand on his arm and then turned left and right, allowing him all the time he needed to view her in this scandalous dress. He nodded and she entered the dressing room, again leaving a gap in the curtain but hiding her deliberateness behind haste and changed again into her work clothes. The man saw every naked inch of her.

When they headed for the register, he brought almost everything she’d shown him. A huge sale. I remember now her mentioning it when she’d gotten home that night. We’d fucked hard and fast. I’d eaten her to an epic orgasm. I thought at the time it was my amazing oral skills but now I see other reasons factored in.

I fast-forwarded through more tape. I slowed when a hot young thing tried on dresses and watched her body in slow motion. Damn. I slowed again when an older woman did the same. What is it about the shape of women that ignites my mind?

I was only a few days away from the current tape when the man appeared again.  He arrived at closing like before and Ripley locked the front door like before. This time he seemed to be in the market for swimsuits. Ripley modeled for him again, repeating her performance, exiting the dressing room again and again wearing almost nothing. How did they keep their hands to themselves? The sexual tension must have been through the roof. But behave they did, although there was much gawking. Ripley loved showing off for this man. I watched my sexy wife in slow motion as she modeled tiny bikinis for him. She looked sexy as fuck.

Again, he bought armloads.

I finished my viewing with a thirty-something woman trying on multiple tops. Her tits were fantastic. Then I zoomed. I recognized her. She works at the register at our grocery store. I was amazed at how hot she was topless and then immediately felt guilty for spying. Not guilty enough to stop watching.

I put everything back the way it was. I finished unloading the last box and cleaned up. Ripley would open in the morning to a perfect store.


Chapter 6

We were driving to Mount Si when I dropped the bomb.

“Do you ever meet a man you’d like to fuck?” I asked, out of nowhere.

Ripley swung her head around a few times and then fixed me in her gaze.

“Say what?”

“I’m just wondering. I’m thinking about Tabitha meeting Dennis. I know she’ll want to fuck him because she has a thing for hung men, but that got me wondering. Do you ever meet a man you want to fuck?”

She studied my face, debating how honest she should be.

“Be honest,” I added.

“What about you?” she asked, answering a question with a question.

“Yes. Tabitha.”

She did an exaggerated eyeroll.

“What is it about my friend Tabitha? Why does every man want her? I get that she’s cute and has a nice body, but all you guys want her.”

“She has an air about her. You can see she loves sex and penis. It’s in her eyes. But we’ve strayed from the topic. I’m asking you.”

I was asking but I already knew the answer. Would she tell me?

She nodded.

“There’s this one customer I have,” she began. “He shops for his wife and daughter. He’s handsome but he’s also smart and funny and thoughtful. I’d definitely do him. Also, he has money.” She laughed. “It’s funny you ask. He was in my shop just a few days ago.”

“Oh really? Did anything happen?”

“What do you mean by happen? Like, did I cheat on you?”

“No, no. You never would. But did you flirt with him or him with you?”

She was cautious. I seemed to be fine with the news, but she wondered how much she could reveal.

“Yes, I flirted. I always try to make the sale as big as I can.”

“Flirting helps?”

“Men are pretty simple when it comes to stuff like that.”

“How did you flirt with him?”

She shuffled in the passenger seat.

“Are you sure you want to hear this?”

“Absolutely,” I stated. “It’s hot, in a way.”

“Do you mean that? Don’t ever tell me about how you flirted with some woman. Tabitha is cool because she’s a friend, but I do not want to hear from you about any other woman.”

“I understand, but that’s not what I’m interested in. So just that one customer?”

“You want there to be more than one?”

“I want to hear about all of them.”

She studied me again. Husbands do not ask questions like this.

“All right,” she said. “I’ll tell you about all of them. The man that owns the tax preparer store two doors down from mine is attractive, the guy who changes the oil in my car is hot as fuck, and the bartender down at the pub we love so much makes me melt a little. How’s that?”

“Thank you. I appreciate your honesty. Does that mean while we’re having drinks and watching the game you’re lusting after him?”

“Some nights,” she laughed. “He’s a babe. I still don’t get why you’re asking me these questions. Are you feeling jealous? Did something happen to make you not trust me? Did I do something wrong?”

“Nothing like that at all, Honey. I guess I’ve grown too comfortable, like I see you as only my wife and not as a woman with her own thoughts and desires. Are you happy with me?”

“I’m so very happy with you. We have a fantastic marriage. We are both chasing our own passions and winning. We share one heart. Life is good. Life is great.”

“I’m happy to hear that. I feel the same way.”

We rode quietly for a minute or two.

“Did I hurt your feelings?” she asked.

“Not at all.”

More silence.

“You know I sometimes model the clothes I sell, right?”

“I didn’t know that, but it makes sense that you would. Like if someone is buying for someone else and your body size matches.”

“Exactly.”

“Like your attractive male customer. You must have modeled for him. He would ask you to try on what you sell.”

“Exactly.”

Relief flooded her. I’d taken a burden off her shoulders. I could stop now or have fun with it.

“What does he buy? You sell some sexy things. Has he ever asked you to try something sexy on?”

“Sometimes.”

“Of course you do it.”

“Customer is always right.”

It was my turn to study her.

“Your expression is telling me you’ve taken it pretty far.”

“Far enough to feel guilty.”

“Did he touch you?”

“No,” she quickly answered. “But I let him look.”

I studied her again. Just the memory was turning her on.

“The crop tops?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“The miniskirts?”

“Yes.”

“Wait,” I said, already knowing the answer. “The bikinis?”

“Yes.”

“He’s seen you wearing one of the bikinis you sell.”

“He sure has. More than one.”

“That poor, poor man.”

“Fuck that. He loved it.”

“No, I mean poor man because he walked away from your store with a raging hard on. He probably pulled over to jack off before he got home.”

She looked doubtful.

“I did not make him hard,” she said. “Men don’t get hard from women in bikinis. Do they?

“Hell yes. He maybe played it cool and waited until he got home and then fucked his wife’s brains out without her ever knowing why.”

“I like the pull over and jack off idea better. You really think he may have masturbated thinking of me?”

“Yes, Ripley. I jack off thinking of you and I’m your husband. I’ve seen you naked a million times and I still do. You’re something new to him. I guarantee you blew him away. He’s probably jacking it again right now.”

She pondered things while I kept driving.

“Do you really think I made his dick hard?” she asked, struggling to overcome her disbelief. “Does that actually happen to guys?”

“Poor sweet Ripley,” I teased. “So smart, yet so stupid.”

She laughed.

“Shut up.”

“You like that idea?” I asked. “You like that you may have had that effect on him?”

“No, I love that idea. Are you kidding? You’re suggesting that my face and body, without me ever speaking a word, have the power to make men sprout erections? I hope that’s true. I want that to be true.”

“It’s true.”

“You better not be joking with me. I’m having a difficult time believing you.”

“Then don’t believe me and test my hypothesis for yourself. Next time he comes in, offer to model for him again only this time show a little more skin and keep an eye on things. See if I’m right.”

“What do you mean?”

“Check out his bulge. See if you make him hard or not. You’ll discover I’m right.”

Maybe I got carried away a little, but I love winning these debates with Ripley and there’s no way that guy, after hours and locked alone in a store with a babe like her, would resist getting hard. I was certain of it.

“He’s coming back tomorrow to pick up a special order,” she said.

“He’ll be like a fly crawling across your web.”

“You’re cool with this? How can you be cool with this? You’re telling me to intentionally get some guy hard.”

“First, it’s a huge ego-boost for me. I landed a woman that other men want. Second, I know it will turn you on like crazy. You’ll come home and jump me. Third, it’s a huge ego-boost for you. You’ll feel better about yourself. Your self-esteem will soar. Why wouldn’t I want that for the woman I love?”

“I think it turns you on too,” she said. “I’m not sure why, but I feel it. I hear it in your voice. I see it in your eyes.”

She was right but I did not want to say it. An admission like that felt dangerous. I was comfortable suggesting those actions would turn her on, but I was uncomfortable admitting they’d do the same to me.

“All right,” she said, tying off the conversation. “I’ll do it. This will be fun. Promise you won’t get mad about it after.”

“I promise. I’m looking forward to it.”

We made it to our mountain and the hike was awesome. The views from the top were spectacular. The conversation was muted, however, because we were both thinking about tomorrow. When we reached the top, we explored until we found a spot that allowed us to see across the range all the way to the Sound. Amazing. Even more amazing was when I came up behind Ripley and tugged her shorts down from behind. We were alone up there. I spread her ass cheeks and buried my face in her warm sweaty crotch, attacking her pussy from behind. I devoured that girl until I ripped an earthshaking orgasm from her. She cannot resist my tongue.


Chapter 7

I questioned myself thoroughly. Why was I pushing her to tease the man? I found the answer complex. I liked that he wanted her. That raised her value and made me feel better about myself, better that she could have others but chose me. I liked what it did to her. Just the thought was enough to turn her on, and that meant more sex for me. I liked what it did for her self-confidence, her mood, her happiness.

I also wondered how far she’d go, and this curiosity really sank hooks into me. What latent smoldering lusts did Ripley keep inside? I had to laugh. Maybe nothing. She’s a forthright girl. She speaks her mind. She’ll tell me straight out if some actor or athlete is hot. She knows she needn’t worry about my feelings in that regard. We’re cool like that.

So, what do I do? I encourage her to tease the man and then lie right to her face about working late at my store, when actually I drive over to her store to watch the video. I know she’s at the gym for at least an hour, maybe closer to two. I don’t expect to see much. I doubt the man even came back to her store for his special order. Customers are notorious about follow-through. That special order will sit on the back shelf for weeks until the man calls in a panic because someone’s birthday is tomorrow, and can we do him a favor?

Anyway, I entered her dark store through the backdoor, avoiding the cameras up front. I’d left my favorite coffee cup at her place intentionally, so I had an excuse to stop by after hours, just in case she checked the security log. I hurried to the monitors and jumped back a few hours, then scanned the screen on fast forward until I saw the dude appear. I slowed to normal speed. Right on time, the man showed just as she was closing. Ripley locked him inside with her, which she knows she should never do. They chatted casually but I could read her nervousness. Her excitement made me excited. They moved to the back and Ripley grabbed his special order and I don’t know if she offered or he requested, but Ripley took the package into the dressing room with her. She drew the curtain. He shuffled his feet and glanced around the store. She took a deep calming breath and then began to strip. She hung her clothes on the hooks and quickly got down to bra and panties. God, she looked good. She drew another breath and took the plunge, popping the clasp and freeing those gorgeous tits. Then she surprised me and went a step further, unnecessarily sliding her underwear down and off. She opened his special order and held the dress up to the light. She slipped it over her head and stepped out for him to see.

I was stiff in my pants.

The scene carried raw sexual energy in and of itself. Add to that the fact I knew one of the players and everything became hotter. Make that player someone I knew with the intimacy of a wife, and the air around me crackled with latent sexual power. My wife wore nothing under that lovely diaphanous dress. If my arousal was off the charts, I could not imagine what she must have felt in that moment.

They chatted and she pointed out various features of his order and then she pointed at several racks around the store. She walked with him to a few, and I saw the way he checked her out. By now he realized she was braless and may have even suspected the absence of panties. Could she send a more obvious signal? He pointed at a few dresses hanging and they returned to the dressing room with them. Ripley drew the curtain again only this time she was intentionally sloppy about it, leaving a gap of several inches. She removed one dress over her head, preparing to don another, exposing the full length of her delicious body to his hungry eyes.

She froze. She turned. Their eyes met through the gap, both fully aware of her nakedness on display.

He slowly drew the curtain aside.

She lowered the dress, allowing his gaze to freely roam her nude body.

Jesus Christ, my dick throbbed in my pants. What a moment! I unzipped and let my cock breathe, absentmindedly curling my fingers around the shaft and gently stroking as I watched my wife onscreen. She was ready to explode. Her expression barely contained lust. She loved his eyes traveling around her body. She kept her chin high and her shoulders back, proudly, unashamedly, brazenly offering herself. He drank her in, every inch, then stepped closer. They shared a few words and then Ripley shook her head slowly. He opened his pants and pushed them down, exposing a cock already fully erect. She instinctively reached for the engorged penis but caught herself. It became her turn to stare.

They visually devoured each other and then, to my absolute delight, each began to masturbate. They kept their hands to themselves, but I felt their heat through the monitor. This was inappropriate, yes, but I would benefit greatly. Ripley would be starving for sex tonight. He told her to open her legs wider and she eagerly complied. He told her to fondle her tits and she eagerly complied, rubbing her pussy and staring at his cock or staring at his eyes on her.

Ripley’s defenses crumbled.

It took several long minutes, but her resistance failed. I watched in awe as my wife bent at the waist and swallowed half his stiff cock. She simply had to touch him. She simply could not stare at that throbbing penis and not stuff the thing into her mouth. His head fell back, and her lips traveled farther down his veiny shaft. My view wasn’t great, but I understood what was happening. I felt her mouth on my dick. My wife’s head began a slow up and down and I knew she was mouth-fucking him. She rubbed her clit and sucked his cock, and I felt my orgasm rising. I released my dick. It was that or shoot all over the stockroom shelves. I watched intently and let my pulsating dick standup in the open air. I couldn’t believe I was watching Ripley suck a dick. I’ve seen her do it a thousand times, but it was always my dick. To see her suck someone else’s dick was magnitudes hotter. It just was. She rammed that cock to the back of her mouth over and over until the man tapped her on the back. She pulled her mouth away at the last instant, maybe not completely soon enough, and took over stroking with her hand. He shot buckets, raining white droplets all over the tile floor. Ripley milked him for every drop, continuing to tug his cock even after he began to soften.

He pushed her against a table and sank to one knee. He lifted her leg and rested it on his shoulder and buried his face in her pussy. She grabbed his head and forced him deeper and then ground her hips against his mouth. It was so wonderfully aggressive I longed to stroke my cock again. In minutes he brought her to orgasm. She’s a one-and-done kind of girl so I expected her to push his head away and that’s exactly what she did. He staggered backward and they stared at each other again.

Ripley burst out laughing.

They shook their heads, amazed at themselves and how they got caught up in the moment. They laughed and talked excitedly, pointing at the dress on the floor or his pants around his ankles. They dressed slowly, watching each other like they hated to say goodbye to the naked body they loved so much.

Eventually, Ripley wrapped his special order, and the man left the store. She locked the door and left. I hit pause and wandered out to the sales floor. Not far enough for the cameras to record me but far enough for me to see the dried splattered sperm next to the table.

I needed to cum badly.

I reset the video and grabbed my coffee cup and headed for home. The question crept into my head as I drove: Do I confront her now, or do I wait and see if she does it again?


Chapter 8

I decided to wait. I decided that, I realized, because I hoped she’d do it, or something similar, again. Ripley got home from the gym and grabbed my hand. She announced working out had made her horny, but I knew the truth. Actually, working out does make her horny so that wasn’t a lie, I just knew the real reason. We marched to the bedroom, and she ripped off my clothes. She tried sucking me, but I was too eager to eat that pussy. That pussy knew another man’s tongue only hours ago and I needed to reclaim it. I pinned her down and tortured her mercilessly before finally allowing her to explode. She was only half conscious when I slipped my cock in and pumped until I ejaculated. I went down on her again for good measure, slathering her cunt. I couldn’t get another orgasm from her, so we cuddled after I figured I’d tortured her enough.

We stayed silent for a long time.

“Remember when you asked about other men?” she said, cautiously.

“Yes. You said one guy was coming back to the store to pick up a special order. I told you to tease him. Did you? Is that what your horniness was about?”

“I did tease him,” she admitted. “Yes, he was my reason for being so horny.”

“Tell me about it.”

She looked at me funny.

“You want to hear the details?”

“Yes. This is between me and you, not you and him.”

“Oh,” she said, like a light bulb went off. Her face lit up. “I get it now. That makes sense. I essentially used him to intensify our sex. Clever.”

“Exactly. I love it.”

She shook her head.

“Hang on,” she said. “You haven’t heard the details yet. You may not be so happy about what happened.”

I frowned. It was a fake frown. I already knew the details.

“I teased him by trying on clothes. I wore his special order and then a few other things.” She hesitated before continuing. “Martin, I let him catch me naked.”

“Oh, my God. Really?”

“Yes! I left the curtain partially open. He saw me. He moved the curtain, and I stepped out and he saw everything.”

“That’s fucking hot, Honey. What happened next?”

She was truthful. She narrated the events exactly as they happened. When she got to the part where she leaned over and sucked him, she stopped.

“Then things went too far,” she confessed.

“Tell me.”

She looked away.

“I sucked his cock,” she murmured. “I’m sorry. Just for a little bit. I didn’t swallow or anything. I just needed him in my aching mouth. I got him so hard, Honey. I felt responsible for his dick or something. Like hard dicks must be attended to. I don’t know. It was a strange feeling. All I know for sure is I had to have him in my mouth. Are you angry with me? Do you hate me? You told me to tease him, but I went too far.”

I guided her hand to my growing erection. Surprise lifted her eyebrows.

“But you just came,” she said, confused. “How are you getting hard again?”

“That scene is turning me on.”

She stroked my swelling dick. We met each other’s eyes, our heads filled with questions we were afraid to ask. I did not trust myself. With her hand gliding up and down my dick, I admitted a truth to myself: I wished she’d fucked him. I said nothing.

“Did I go too far?” she finally asked.

My penis surged in her hand. She squeezed it.

“Did I not go far enough?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

I couldn’t answer. I feared what words might leave my mouth. She’d looked wildly sexy trying on clothes for him, even sexier standing before him naked, and infinitely sexier with his cock slipping in and out of her mouth. If I spoke, I’d tell her to fuck him the next time he came to her store, and that idea terrified me as much as it turned me on. My throat was constricted. I needed air.

I never got the air I needed. Ripley lowered her head and took my growing dick in her mouth. She sucked and licked, hungry for another load. I struggled to give voice to the many thoughts and feelings careening around inside my head, but nothing emerged. Of course, Ripley’s mind raced too, and she gave voice to the words in her mind.

“Should I let him fuck me, Honey?” she asked. “I know that’s crazy. I know I shouldn’t even say the words. But your body gives you away. I think you want me to. Is that what you want, Marty? Do you want me to come home with a hot and naughty story? Do you want me to go farther than just showing off?”

“Nnnngh!” I grunted, firing a hot blast of sperm that shocked us both.

My semen hit her across the lips and a cheek, and she jumped but quickly stuffed me into her mouth to suck out the rest. I groaned loudly, firing jet after jet across her wiggling tongue. Her groans joined mine. We were sharing something, something wild and intimate and scary and exciting. She sucked until my nuts drooped and then slithered up my body to kiss me.

“I’ll do it,” she rasped. “I’ll let him fuck me and tell you everything.”

I was dizzy but not too dizzy. I moved down her body to her pussy, licking all around before diving in.

“He’ll come shopping for his wife or daughter,” she continued. “I’ll get that cock hard again. I know he wants me. He said he did. He wanted to fuck me, but I told him no. Next time I’ll tell him yes!”

She was fantasizing and I teased her clit and licked her cunt. She was drenched. I couldn’t tell if she meant what she said or if she simply chased a fantasy, but I didn’t care either way. I wanted another orgasm from her, which we both knew was an impossible request. I licked and nibbled and sucked, slipping a finger in and then another. I ate until she was writhing but I couldn’t quite get her there. Eventually she nudged my head away and we cuddled, falling asleep tangled together.


Chapter 9

Ripley and I enjoyed lunch together and then I stopped by the tax preparer two doors down. The front room was two rows of desks down either wall with chairs in front of each. In the back was a small office. Several busy men punched keys. One, a bubble-headed man with thinning black hair, asked me how my day was and if he could help me. He had a baby-rocker behind his desk which gently swung back and forth, carrying a lovely bundled red-headed infant. Bubble saw me looking.

“I apologize,” he said. “Last minute sitter cancelation. I had no choice.”

“No worries,” I said. “Are you the owner?”

“No. My name is Reginald. I’m merely an employee like the rest of us. The owner is at lunch and will be back shortly. Perhaps I can help you?”

“Maybe you can,” I said.

I explained my wife and I each owned a business, and I wondered what the best way to reduce our taxes might be. He asked questions and I answered and before too long the owner did in fact return. He was a large man, with red hair and a red beard and diamond rings on four fingers. He had an attractive brunette woman with him, and they were laughing as they entered.

His employees looked down as he stepped into his business. I glanced at the pictures hanging on the walls beside each desk, noticing for the first time that three of the eight showed red-headed babies.

“Mister Doyle,” Reginald said. “This man is here with some questions. He and his wife, Ripley, who owns the dress store two doors down, are looking for tax breaks.”

“Go ahead, Finn,” the woman said. “I’ll check on baby Sean.”

She came around the desk and kissed Reginald on the mouth.

“Hi Sweetheart,” she said.

“Hello Rose,” he replied. “How was lunch?”

Rose flicked the tip of her tongue across a corner of her mouth.

“Delicious,” she said, eyes wicked.

She picked the baby up, heading outside for the sunshine. Finn Doyle, the owner, stopped to shake my hand, his mitt twice the size of mine. I felt like a boy next to him.

“Greetings!” he boomed. “I trust Reggie is taking care of your needs?”

“He is, thanks.”

“Fantastic. Let me know if you have any further questions.”

“I will.”

We shook hands again and Finn headed for his office. Every employee kept their head down, including Reginald.

“What’s the deal here?” I asked, ungraciously.

“What do you mean?”

“I see a lot of red hair around this office.”

Reginald flushed with shame on his neck. I waited. The man was meek and probably hoped I’d drop my questions, but I didn’t.

“Reggie?”

“Mister Doyle helps us. Some of us need help. He helps us, for a small price.”

“The price of your wives?”

“Sometimes. Don’t say anything to anyone.”

“Your secret is safe with me.  I don’t judge. Besides, Rose seemed pleased to spend some time with the man.”

“Yes. My wife is fond of Finn.”

I guess fond is code for sucking off his cock on a lunch break. I said nothing. We all follow different paths through this life. We turned our attention to the task at hand. Rose entered and left the baby with Reggie again and then joined Finn in the office with the door closed. More sucking, I suspected.

About an hour later, Reginald had saved Ripley and me about ten grand a year. God bless him. I paid for his services and left, walking two doors down to surprise Ripley at her store. We strolled around her place as we chatted. She’d leave me every time a customer came in but always hurried back. Our meandering soon brought us to the bikini rack. I plucked a hanger and held a skimpy swimsuit up.

“Did you try this one on for him?” I asked.

She shook her head.

“Too conservative. That one covers too much. If you’re going to flirt with your customers, you want to knock them on their heels.” She grabbed a smaller bikini, one that would show her breasts on all sides and underneath. The butt was a thong. “I tried this one on for him.”

“Want to fuck me in the dressing room?”

“Yes.”

“Awesome.”

“Yes, but I can’t. I have people coming in all day.”

“Raincheck then.”

“You’re crazy.”

“That’s well established. There is documented proof.”

She laughed.

“Maybe come back right at closing and I’ll lock the door and let you fuck me in one of my dressing rooms.”

“Is that what he does? Come back right at closing to be alone with you?”

Her eyes got big.

“You think it’s intentional? I always assumed he’d just gotten off work and raced over. You think he comes then to catch me alone?”

“It’s what I would do if I were him.”

“That’s sneaky. I think I’m flattered. Which dressing room should we use next time he stops by?”

No way would I let her win this exchange. I poked my head in both, then walked across the sales floor to check the other two. I came back. I opened a curtain.

“This one,” I said. “No one can see you from outside and it’s the biggest of all four. Gives you a lot of room to open your legs wide.”

She laughed again.

“That’s good advice,” she said, acting serious. “I like to open my legs wide.”

“So I’ve heard.”

She punched my shoulder playfully.

“Get out,” she teased. “Don’t you need to get back to your store? Who’s watching the register?”

“Toby.”

“You left a million dollars in inventory in the hands of an eighteen-year-old boy?”

“Only for an hour or two. Maybe a little more.”

Her front door opened. Two teen girls entered.

“Go,” she said. “I have business to attend to.”

“Don’t fuck them in a dressing room.”

“GO.”

We kissed and I scurried out. I got in my car and drove. My main reason for using that tax preparer had been to see one of the men Ripley found attractive. The whole idea of her as her own woman, with her own likes and dislikes, desires and lusts, all independent of me, was growing on me. I found it increasingly exciting to see her not as my wife and nothing more than an extension of me, but as a separate woman. The thought of her in that way allowed me to be attracted to her again as if I did not know her.  She was this anonymous hot babe.

I arrived at my nutrition store and sent Toby to lunch. I got out my phone and typed Ripley a message: I met Finn Doyle. Did you know he’s fucking all his employee’s wives? Maybe not all, but most.

My phone rang.

“Are you serious?” Ripley asked, amazed.

“Red hair,” I said. “Go down and introduce yourself if you don’t believe me. Take a look at all the family photos hanging on the walls. Reginald practically admitted the truth to me. Mister Doyle coerces the husbands. He has a harem of married women.”

“I can’t believe it. Although now that you say it, I do remember seeing that man with a lot of different women. I think that’s partly why I find him attractive. Ladies love him. That, and he’s a big man.”

“I had no idea you knew him that well.”

“Easy there, cowboy. I mean his body. He’s tall and broad shouldered.”

“Don’t model any dresses for him.”

“Why not? Maybe I can get us a discount on his fees.”

We both laughed. We talked about what to have for dinner and hung up. I got busy with customers and hours passed. Near closing time, I sent Ripley a text, but she did not reply. I sent another after I locked the front door. Her shop is on the way home. Concerned, I swung by to see if all was well.


Chapter 10

Her car was still in the parking lot. Her store was dark except for a light way in back. I knocked but got no answer. I called and she did not pick up. I returned to my car to wait, moving out of sight.

Half an hour later my phone buzzed with a message from her.

You were right. More leg room was much better.

My heart leapt from my chest but that was nothing compared to the rush of blinding adrenaline I got ten seconds later when she unlocked and opened her front door and Finn exited her store. He smiled at her, and she bashfully waved at him and then she locked the door again. He returned to his tax shop, swinging his arms happily. She ran to the back of her store, vanishing into the stockroom. My phone rang.

“Where are you?” she asked, her voice just below a shriek.

“Parked outside your store,” I said. “What the fuck just—?”

She hung up on me. Seconds later she opened the front door and hurriedly waved me inside. I locked my car and hustled across the lot, and she pulled me in, locking the door behind me and shoving me behind a rack of dresses. She grabbed my face and kissed me with so much heat and passion I lost my breath.

“What—?” I tried to ask but she was kissing and kissing me.

“He fucked me!” she squealed with delight. “Oh my God! It was amazing, Martin!”

She grabbed my arm and pulled me farther into the store, all the way to the big dressing room. There were dresses on the floor and dresses hanging on the hooks. I spied lacy panties partially buried.

“Are those yours?” I asked, pointing.

By way of answer, she grabbed the front of her dress and lifted, showing me her bare and swollen pussy. She was wild with glee, dropping her dress to grab my face and kiss me wildly again. I was shocked and confused and dizzy, but my dick stiffened in my pants.

“Are you kidding?” I asked, stupidly.

“No! I went down to his place to say hello and then later he came down here to buy a dress for a lady friend. We flirted, then he flirted hard, then I was thinking about all the hints and innuendo and teasing you’ve been doing so I offered to model some clothes for him. He let me display several and then, when he was sure I was naked in the dressing room, he slid the curtain aside. His cock stuck out of his fly, and he was already hard and Baby, his dick is so big! Like, my jaw dropped when I saw it. I don’t even remember reaching for it but then there it was in my hand. I stroked him and he told me with this commanding voice to suck on it and I just obeyed. God! It was beautiful, Honey. He lifted me like I weighed nothing and wrapped my legs around his waist. He held my ass in his hands and settled me onto his cock. I’ve never felt anything like it. I experienced every thick inch as he traveled deeper up inside me. We kissed as he moved my body up and down his cock and guess what? I orgasmed! But that’s not the most amazing thing. About ten minutes later, I orgasmed again! Can you believe it?”

She did not wait for an answer. She grabbed the front of my pants, and my erection was all the confirmation she needed. My hard dick absolved her. My hard dick reassured her how I truly felt. All guilt vanished.

“I knew it!” she laughed.

She dropped to her knees and freed my dick, stuffing me into her hot mouth. I may have been mentally bewildered, but my body knew what it liked. She stroked with both hands and sucked hard like she craved my nut. I thought she intended to swallow me, but she stood and turned away, bending over and shoving her pussy at me.

“Now you fuck me too,” she said, eager. “This night is amazing.”

She reached between her legs and found my erection and guided me into her. I split her labia and instantly felt myself surrounded by hot and slippery soup. I pushed deeper and Ripley groaned.

“Fuck me, Honey. God, I feel so slutty. Fuck your nasty wife.”

“Did he cum in you?” I asked, realizing what it was I pushed my penis through.

“Yes! Now you do the same. It’s so hot, Baby. Two loads in me but only one of them is from my husband! Husband! Jesus!”

She pumped her pussy up and down my length, milking my dick. I felt the first tightening of an orgasm already. She felt my dick stiffen inside her and pumped her hips faster. Nature took over. There was no way for me to resist. I grabbed her hips and began pounding inside her. My dick swelled even bigger. I was gliding through what he’d injected, and it was insanely erotic. I hammered her pussy and then she cried out in shock and surprise.

“Baby!” she wailed. “Baby! I’m gonna cum again! Fuck!”

My lovely wife exploded into a writhing mass of flesh and bones. I kept her pinned against the wall and fucked her hard and fast, thrilled to feel her climax on the end of my dick. She lost her mind, cumming for the third time in an unprecedented display of rampant lust. Strange animal sounds poured out of her. I lost myself in there somewhere, my mind separating from my body and sailing through the cosmos, or some shit like that. I slammed my hips against her ass and exploded with such force my vision tunneled and my head spun. My gouts of sperm shot out like cannon balls, huge blasts that rocketed straight into her. I lost my footing and we slid to the floor, tangling ourselves in the dresses down there. My hips convulsed. My body shuddered.

Finally, we lay panting.

“Married couples don’t have sex like this,” she muttered, after a long while.

“What kind of sex do married couples have?”

“Boring. Vanilla. Predictable. Wives do not get hot studs with big cocks and multiple orgasms. Nope. That is not the providence of wives.”

I barely heard her. My mind was still reeling from recent events. Seems like just minutes ago I was sitting in my car, worried. Now I was crumpled on the floor with a soggy dick and fireworks in my head. I was still inside her but completely deflated. She sat up a little and flexing her abs shoved my dick out, followed by a rush of sperm, his and mine, mixed together inside my wife. We both watched it drip from her puffy slit and then looked at each other.

“How fucking hot is that?” she asked.

“I can’t grasp it. Not yet. What the fuck just happened?”

She shook her head like she was trying to clear it.

“Finn is a man’s man,” she said. “Confident to the point of being obnoxious. Loud. Arrogant. Despite all that I find him attractive. Maybe I find him attractive because of that shit? I’m not sure. Just don’t tell my feminist friends. He knew he was going to fuck me the moment he stepped through my front door. We both knew it. Worse, he saw in my eyes that I knew it, so he was able to proceed accordingly. So cocky. He just took me in his arms and kissed me like he knew he could. He showed me his hard cock like he knew I wanted to see it. He’s so bold. His confidence is alluring. His charisma is fascinating. I war with myself over him. He’s everything I’m supposed to hate about the modern man yet he melts me.”

“He came in you,” I said, still trying to wrap my head around that fact.

“He did,” she purred.

The truth pressed on me, squishing me under tremendous weight. There was no reversing this. There would be no undoing this. Another man had ejaculated inside my beloved wife. I felt like I couldn’t get my mind to engage all the gears. I turned that fact over and over, examining it from every angle. He’d fucked my wife. He’d inseminated my wife. Ripley lay on the floor next to me carrying the sperm of another man inside her. I could not fully grasp what I knew to be true.

She moved closer to me, pulling my arm around her. I hugged my wife.

“We toyed with the idea,” she said, voice dreamy. “You encouraged me. When the moment arrived, all your hints came rushing back and I knew what to do. I knew it was okay to feel what I felt. I desperately wanted him and that was all right.”

She stretched her neck to kiss me, soft tender kisses of love.

“Oh my God,” she mumbled. “He works two doors down. I just realized he’ll be back for more. Do you think he’ll want to fuck me again, Honey?”

“Yes. I saw his expression leaving your shop. He loved it.”

Her eyes were alight with anticipation.

“I wonder how many times he’ll want to do it. Can you imagine if he fucks me every day? I’ll be too sore to fuck you. There’s a repercussion we never anticipated.”

I was half zombie. Too much was happening too fast. She finally noticed.

“Oh, my God, Honey,” she said. “I’m such an idiot. I’m so excited for myself I haven’t even checked on you. Are you all right? What are you feeling?”

“I’m overwhelmed. You’re right. I teased and hinted and encouraged you, but I never thought it would actually happen. Now I don’t know what to think. I honestly don’t know how I feel. I mean, I got hard and fucked you so at least a piece of me finds all this exciting, but what a flood of emotions. I’m stunned. I’m flabbergasted.”

“Good word.”

“Thanks.”

“So what do we do?” she asked.

“I don’t know. There’s no going backwards. We cannot undo what’s been done.”

“I wouldn’t want to anyway. Do you?”

“I don’t know what I want. I need time.”

“I don’t,” she said, snuggling under my arm.

No, she didn’t.

We spoke no more of the event. She was clearly giving me time and space. We returned to our routines, enjoyed dinners, and watched movies. Three days later I took the long way home after she’d already closed her store. I slipped in the back and jumped to the beginning of the video feed for the previous three days.

Finn had returned at closing the very next day. Ripley locked the front door and threw herself at the man. They kissed and she slid down his chest to free his cock. She marveled at the thing before sliding him into her mouth. She sucked to get him hard and then climbed his big body like a tree, reaching under her leg to guide his thick and curving cock under her dress and into her sopping cunt. He fucked her standing and then moved to the folding table, fucking her on a pile of skirts. Anyone walking by outside might have seen them.

I saw her body arch when he made her orgasm, and then I saw her claw at his back and shoulders when his cock made her orgasm again. He had limited mobility with his pants around his ankles, so from the folding table he simply moved her to the floor. He rolled onto his back and my beloved wife rode him hard, climaxing again. By now she’d lost her mind. Her body was his.

When he was ready, he lifted her and placed her torso on the table. Her feet did not reach the ground. He held her by the thighs and fucked her from behind. I watched her head toss around as that fat cock opened her up and filled her. I couldn’t tell if she orgasmed again from this angle, but I certainly saw when he did. He drove that tusk all the way in and emptied his huge balls in her womb. He left her like that, wiped out and satisfied.

He skipped the next night but returned the night after that, last night. He lifted her onto the checkout counter and fucked her face to face, feasting on her tits, stuffing her tight cunt. Ripley was insatiable for his big cock. She was inadvertently looking directly at a camera, but his thrusting cock so occupied her mind that nothing clicked. She never grasped the fact she was being recorded. I saw every excruciating detail on her face as he brought her to orgasm. She was breathtakingly beautiful. I had to admit that. I watched what his cock could do to her and fell in love with the sight. She looked amazing. Stunning. I wanted to jack off right then and there, but I needed to take all this lust home and fuck her brains out.

So, that’s what I did.


Chapter 11

Tabitha wore the sexiest outfit I’ve ever seen. Her hot little body showed hints of skin from almost every angle. I tried not to stare but even Ripley was impressed. Dennis barely noticed. That boy was depressed. Ripley had promised not to introduce Tabby and Denny while Tabby was with Bernard, but all that changed after Finn. My wife’s interest in sex exploded, and not just for herself. She wanted everyone around her fucking too. The thought that Denny’s big dick was just hanging there unused was too much for her. She invited Tabitha and I invited Dennis. We waited for sparks to fly.

Nothing.

Even when Tabitha flirted with him, which is amazing because I would melt into a puddle if Tabitha flirted with me, nothing. We’d invited them over for game night but after charades, Pictionary, and Trivial Pursuit, they were no closer to igniting than before they met.

“Ready for a movie?” Ripley asked.

We all agreed and moved to the den. We had a low snack table set up and one huge blanket for all of us to get under. Ripley thought Tabby could work some magic under that blanket. My wife killed the lights and started the movie. We settled in. I expected nothing, based on Dennis’s mood, and nothing is what we got. Ripley was frustrated. She wanted to see what his cock did to Tabby.

“I’d love to see him dominate and control her,” my wife had said. “She’s always such a showoff. It would be hilarious to see Dennis put her in her place.”

I doubted any of that was going to happen tonight. Ripley sensed the same and turned to her side to kiss me. Dennis, behind Ripley, propped a pillow and Tabby, behind Dennis, tried to cuddle him. He allowed it but was awkward. Other than the occasional shifting, nobody moved much.

An hour later, I realized that was no longer the case. A gentle rhythmic nudge now passed through us and had been for a while. I risked a peek to see if he’d turned towards her or if Tabitha had positioned her body in some way to tempt him. I wondered what that easy bumping was.

“I give up,” Tabitha said, tossing the blanket aside and rising to her feet.

The removal of the blanket showed me Dennis had turned his hips to spoon my wife. Ripley lay with her head on my chest, but her ass was angled towards my friend.

“I’ve tried everything,” Tabby continued. “The dude has zero interest in me. Is he gay? I’m going to head for home. Maybe Bernard is still awake.”

As she finished speaking her eyes drifted down. From her angle she saw something that made her eyes grow wide.

“Oh,” she scoffed. “That explains it. That explains a lot. I get it now.”

I lifted my head to see what she saw. Dennis was stiff and thick and covered with veins, and Dennis was slowly pumping in and out of Ripley. Dennis tried to draw the blanket over them again.

“He has the hots for your wife, Martin. He’s in love with her. I’ve seen the signs but ignored them. Well, you can’t ignore that.”

She pointed at that fat dick easing back and forth. She spun and grabbed her sweatshirt, snagging her car keys and leaving our home. Ripley muttered sorry into my chest, but she was lost to bliss. I lifted higher and met Denny’s gaze.

“I’m sorry, Marty,” he said. “I tried to control myself.”

“It’s not his fault,” Ripley whimpered. “It’s mine. I made him. I wondered what it would be like ever since you came home and told me he was hung. Just now I rubbed my ass against his crotch until I got him hard and then I slipped his cock out of his shorts. I did this, not Dennis.”

My wife groaned and pushed her ass at him, sheathing his thick inches inside her body. Dennis looked almost helpless.

What could I do? My best friend is fucking my wife, but that’s what my wife wants. There was no point in sounding an alarm or losing my temper, she’d already fucked Finn multiple times.

I looked at Dennis. His expression was pure gratitude and relief. Tabitha was right. Dennis did love Ripley. He couldn’t have her as his own but maybe I could share her for his sake. I gripped the blanket and pulled it aside. I needed to see this. I eased out from under Ripley and crawled over them both, pulling her butt cheek aside. His cock was a beast. Ripley kept her eyes closed, lost to the intensity of the sensations. I searched my heart for how I truly felt and then smiled. I shoved my shorts down my legs. I dropped in front of my wife and softly kissed her lips before I nuzzled my face between her thighs. She gasped, realizing what I had planned. I rested her leg on my shoulder and buried my face deeper, now only inches from her cunt. I saw That thick cock stretching her hole and moved closer still, avoiding my best friend but circling Ripley’s clit with my tongue. My wife uttered a heart-felt groan. I licked her labia where Dennis forced them wide and then sucked her clitoris. I moved my dick closer to her face and she slipped me into her mouth. I hugged her and rolled onto my back, pulling my wife and I into a sixty-nine with her wet slit aimed right at Dennis’s face. I’d also pulled her off his cock.

What would he do?

Dennis is a shy guy by nature, and fully loyal to me. I realized he might need some encouragement. I stopped licking pussy long enough to speak.

“Fuck Ripley from behind,” I said.

My wife moaned with joy. Denny rose to his knees and then walked them forward, straddling my head. I had a ring-side seat to his large cock head seeking her pussy. I reached up and grabbed his pulsating shaft and pulled him forward, sinking his cock into my woman. He took her hips and began a gentle in and out. I’d carefully avoided his shaft up to now, but the sight changed me. Her sweet cunt was stuffed. I relaxed and let my tongue work its magic, occasionally grazing his throbbing dick. He didn’t care so neither did I. We were there for Ripley. He began to saw in and out and my wife spread her knees a little wider, bringing his cock even closer. His fat balls brushed my nose from time to time, but nothing slowed me from eating my wife the way only I can.

When she orgasmed seconds later, it was like the room filled with thunder. Her thighs clamped my head, and her body went rigid. My dick fell out of her mouth as she wailed, crying out as Denny’s big dick conquered her. I was savage, thrashing her pussy and clit, forcing my wife to screech and howl like a demon. I savored the sounds of her powerful orgasm and that’s when it hit me: I wanted to see her fucked. I loved watching her get fucked. I got hard as glass for the video. How much better would the sight be in real life? I needed to see that fat cock force her tight cunt wide. I needed to witness her complete surrender and heavenly bliss for myself. I slithered out from under them and stood, my erection a pulsating testament to my true feelings. Ripley looked over her shoulder, questioning my departure, but then saw my hard dick straining. She grinned.

“Let’s take this to bed,” she said.

I gave a quick nod. She pulled herself off Dennis and rose to her feet, helping him to stand, kissing him softly on the lips. He looked guilty as hell, but his aching cock seemed to reach for my wife.

“We’re cool, Denny,” I told him. “Let this happen.”

Ripley gripped his erection and walked away from us, leading him forward by it. My wife opened the door to our bedroom, and I gasped, smacked in the face by the reality of what was happening. Memories flashed through my mind. I saw again all the times that Dennis had gazed at Ripley, held the door for her, refilled her wine, helped her carry something heavy, listened intently to every word she spoke. All the evidence was right in front of me, but I never connected the clues. My best friend was in love with my wife. She enthralled him. She captivated him. Ripley hadn’t seen it either. To her he was a sweet and humble friend. She was oblivious to the raging emotions she stirred in the man. I saw the depths of those emotions right now in the steely throbbing of his thick cock. Ripley reached our bed and backed onto it, shuffling towards the headboard with her legs open and aimed at Denny. She pulled off her cropped shirt and tossed it aside. Fully naked, she ran her hands over her body, caressing her tits and stroking her thighs. She spread her legs at his face. Her gaze dropped to his swollen cock.

“I’ve wanted you so much for so long,” he croaked, scarcely believing in his own good luck. “I’ve fantasized about this very sight of you. I’m sorry, Martin. I am. Truly. I can’t help the way I feel. I love you but I love her too.”

Ripley used two fingers to spread her inner and outer lips. The head of Denny’s cock flared.

“Show me,” she said.

I thought she was playing with fire. The man’s emotions were real. I worried she toyed with him but I should have known a woman would know better how to handle a man than I would. Dennis crawled onto the bed and hurried to move between her legs. He kept crawling, trying to kiss her and hoping his hard cock would stab where it was supposed to stab. Clumsy. Unskilled. Ripley stopped him with a finger against his lips.

“Back up,” she murmured, her expression soft. “God gave you a wonderful gift, and you’ll please a lot of women with it. But not like that. Leave the boy behind. Make love like a man.”

He looked confused. He backed away.

“Kiss my foot,” she said, and he did. “Now kiss two inches higher, and keep kissing up my legs, bouncing back and forth between them, as you slowly approach my little pussy. You possess a weapon, Dennis, and you can hurt people with it. Respect the power of your cock and respect the tenderness of my opening. My clit has many more nerve endings than your dick. My clit exists solely for pleasure. I don’t use my clit to urinate and inseminate. All my clit does is make me feel good. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“There will be a time when I want you to use that majestic cock of yours and pound me stupid, but that time is never at the beginning. Would you like to learn how to become a masterful lover?”

“Very much.”

“Save the penis for last. Every man is in a hurry to get his dick inside the woman. We know that. But we love a man with self-control. Discipline is such an attractive trait. Why do you think we love a man in uniform? Learn to wait. Learn to wait until the woman wants it. Leave the penis on the sidelines until she can’t stand it anymore. Make her tell you to fuck her. Make her desperate to be fucked. That’s what we like best.”

He was listening closely. I understood now what Ripley was doing. This was an act of kindness and love. Yes, she craved his magnificent dick, but she didn’t love him the way he loved her. She loves him, but she’s in love with me. Teaching him was a gift she granted.

He began kissing up her legs. She settled her shoulders against our pillows and finally sent her gaze my way. She smiled. His cock throbbed and twitched. He wanted in her so badly, but he made himself wait. He wanted to please her, and in that moment the genius of her plan revealed itself to me.

She was using his cock to turn me on.

Like some amorous maestro, she’d orchestrated everything. She had Dennis between her legs, doing his best to please her. She had me as her audience, watching as his erection crept closer. She’d managed to position all three of us to enjoy what we craved most. Like pieces on her chess board, she had each of us exactly where she wanted us.

Denny’s tongue gently parted her folds, softly wiggling through her slit to slip inside her body. Her eyes narrowed as she gazed at me. He was doing something right. My wife and I shared a moment and then I sat on the edge of the bed to watch. Ripley was going to teach Dennis how to make love, and I would witness the entire event.

He spent a long time on her pussy, savoring the taste of my wife on his tongue. Ripley slowly melted away from this world, sinking into bliss. Denny moved up her body, kissing her sensitive skin and slowly approaching her breasts. He slipped a finger into her pussy but barely moved it around, gently pumping in and out. His raging cock dragged along her thigh, and she moved her hips trying to catch it, but he shifted the thing away. He arrived at her breasts and worshiped those twin globes, teasing and tasting until they gleamed from his saliva. He kissed her lips. My wife unconsciously spread her legs even farther apart. He moved to her breasts once more but now his hips were squarely between her thighs, his pulsating cock perfectly aligned to her swollen opening. She reached for him.

“I want you in me,” she said, then glanced at me.

Her words were too much to take. I began stroking. Her fingers curled around his shaft and while it was true he’d come a long way in a short time, no man can resist when a woman says that. He did draw the moment out as long as possible, rising to kiss her again as she sought to align his hard cock to her opening. He felt the heat from her pussy lips enveloping the head and almost rammed himself deep. He used all his newly discovered discipline to hold back and ease in slowly, gradually forcing the air from her lungs. Her head fell back to the pillows, her mouth opened in one long exhale. His meat was clearly too big for her, but she was drenched and ready. Her fingertips landed lightly on his ass, and he pushed more cock in, forcing her tight opening to expand around his girth. His mouth dropped to her breasts.

“Yesssssss,” she sighed.

His instincts said hammer, but his heart said go slowly. His heart won. He worked his dick in and out, wetting each inch, until he’d struck a smooth and sexy rhythm. I watched her leave Earth behind. Her eyes rolled back, and her body became her whole world. His fat meat electrified her, shoved every other thought from her head. No more lessons on how to be a better lover. Now she was captured, trapped in the tornado she’d created. Dennis pumped his hips smooth and strong, and Ripley began that climb towards orgasm. He realized what was happening and marveled that he could get her there. I saw a flash of the old Dennis, the Dennis that wanted to hammer away at her body, but he controlled himself, used his cock for her pleasure, hungry to see her climax, just like me. Her fingers gripped his butt harder, denting his skin, and then her legs lifted from the bed, rising until her knees tucked under his arms. This spread her pussy and caused him to deep stroke her and my wife groaned from the profound penetration.

“Keep going,” she whimpered. “Just like that.”

Dennis bore down. He locked in and focused, determined to make my wife climax. I wondered if he’d ever given a woman an orgasm and suddenly realized no, this would be his first. I saw it on his face. He wanted so desperately to get her off. Ripley closed her eyes and floated away, savoring that meaty piston stoking her fire. He leaned down to suckle at her nipple and she gasped. It was coming, and it was going to be huge. His hips rose and fell and her pussy clenched around his cock.

“Just—” she gasped. “Just— Yes!”

Her voice climbed into a shriek. Her knees squeezed his chest, her fingers dug into his ass.

“Fuck!” she cried “Aaaaggghhh!” She was cumming hard, body scrunched, toes curled. “God! FUCK!”

Her jaw clamped and she began to convulse under him, wild hips thrusting and reaching. She fucked herself on him as much as he fucked her. She turned loose a wail of bliss, squeezing him with everything as massive waves of pleasure smashed into her, raced through her, overcame her. He began to bellow, unable to hold back anymore. Dennis exploded inside my wife, sperm gushing from his fleshy hose to flood her womb. He was buried deep and blasting his essence into her. She slid her legs around his torso and her arms around his neck, hugging him, urging him to pour every drop into her. He lost control of his hips, spastically firing great jets of semen. She drained him, capturing every drop.

I wanted to scream. I’d never been so sexually wound up in my life. I’d seen Finn fuck her but emotionally, that was nothing compared to this. I loved both these people. I was trembling head to toe.  I wanted to orgasm too but knew that would be the end for me, and I didn’t know what the night still held for us. I released my throbbing dick.

Eventually, Ripley remembered where we were and what was happening. She turned to me and reached out a hand. Dennis still lay crumpled on her. I shuffled closer and we kissed, we kissed with love and passion while another cock lay hidden inside her. God, what an erotic rush. I never knew I was one of those men that like to see their wives get fucked, but I sure understood that now.


Chapter 12

All. Night. Long.

The man was insatiable, but so was the woman. He got hard again quickly, far sooner than I ever could, and used his newly evolving skills to please my wife until she orgasmed again and again. Gone forever were her nights of a single climax. To her credit she drained Denny’s big balls four times before he finally could do no more. They slept and I went out to the living room to watch television. Just before dawn I heard them going one more time. He left our home soon after, hugging me and hurrying out the door, and I returned to the bedroom. My wife waited.

“Are you a sinner or a saint?” I asked.

“Bit of both,” she answered.

“You did that man a huge favor.”

“I think I did him several huge favors.”

I chuckled.

“He did you several as well. I think you may have altered the path of his life.”

“I hope so. He’s really sweet. I’ll teach him how to use that thing and then we’ll find him a girlfriend. Come here, my husband. Let me take care of you.”

“I’m a bomb, Honey. One touch and I’ll go off.”

“Where’s the fun in that?”

“I can’t help it. I watched you all night. I’m ready to explode.”

“I never realized how much I love dick.”

“Big dick, more precisely.”

“True. They reach places in me, places that feel good and make me cum.”

“Wish I had one.”

She grinned.

“You don’t need one, Love. God granted you the most talented tongue in the world. I love knowing I sleep every night next to a man as masterful a lover as you. We can find a big dick for me when the mood comes around again.”

“You mean Finn.”

She laughed.

“Yes, I do. I’ll need a few days to recover from Dennis, but I can’t wait to fuck that Irish bastard again.”

I wondered if I should reveal what I’d seen on her monitors. Should I admit I knew she fucked Finn more that she confessed? Did she need to tell me every time? Wasn’t it enough that I knew what went on between them? I said nothing. The hot dalliances she kept from me added spice to my view of her. I liked that she was even sluttier than she admitted.

She leaned back and pulled the covers away, displaying her ravaged body to me. My eyes went directly to her puffy pussy.

“I think I have one more hard orgasm in me,” she teased. “You hungry?”

My mouth watered. Her pussy was delectable. I loved that it looked tender and well-fucked. She was a far more sexual woman now than she was just a few months ago. I shoved my shorts down, revealing my perpetually partially swollen penis. I climbed on the bed, and we kissed. I swung around into a sixty-nine with her. I kissed her labia softly, then slipped her whole vulva in my mouth. She was delicious but her gasp of pleasure thrilled me more. I felt her warm mouth envelope my dick and we were off and running. She’d said she had one more hard orgasm in her, but I wouldn’t stop licking and sucking until I’d given her at least two.

She’d enjoy Dennis for a while, but the clock was ticking. He loved her but she found him too passive. I knew who occupied her thoughts.

Finn.

I pictured a red-haired kid running around her sundress shop and I moaned. She pressed her pussy against my mouth. I lashed her cheating cunt with my tongue, looking forward to their next encounter.

End.
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